SCENE ii                                                  BELISARIUS

DEMETRIUS.                                  It was an error,

Strategically to underrate me, though;
It was my hand that tipped you off the edge
Into the gutter.

BELISARIUS.                   It's the gutter stink

That you exude still through your courtly robes.

DEMETRIUS. Good saints! I make no boast of parentage,
Nor think, indeed, one's father matters much
So long as one's the child of Mother Wit,
You've still a barb or two in your old tongue,
And I'll reward you for that quip of yours.
Here (to the Slave), take this penny, drop it in his bowl.
It clinks; now curtesy, Belisarius.

(The Slave drops the coin in.   BELISARIUS remains

motionless.)
You do not fling it out ?

BELISARIUS.                              Demetrius,

I keep it, and the act shall weigh with God
As charity, although hate prompted it

DEMETRIUS* Be careful, Belisarius.

BELISARIUS.                                     For what ?

There's nothing left for me to fear from men,

DEMETRIUS. So low your fortunes have become,
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